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What you're reading is the inaugural 
reissue of the WBOR Magazine or, as we 
indie snobs like to call it, the Zine. I’m 
not making this stuff up. The infallible, 
unquestionable Dictionary.com defines 
“zine” as: “An inexpensively produced, 
self-published, underground _ publica- 
tion.” Right on, that’s us. Sure. For 
those of you not versed in our sordid and 
sorted past, the Zine was created by the 
late great Bowdoin ‘03 graduate Abigail 
Webster during her now famous senior 
spring (she wasn’t doing an honors project 
and felt guilty). Sadly, over the course of 
the next two subsequent semesters, Abi’s 
bold creation languished in limbo. This 
year Alice Lee, Ted Power and I have 
been given the opportunity (and operat- 
ing budget) to bring back this forum for 
musical reflections, reactions and ram- 
blings. We’re excited about it, and if you 
are too, send us a submission to Alice’s 
e-mail address, alee@bowdoin.edu 
(until we get a permanent address from 
the friendly fellows at IT). We can’t do 
this without you: the reader the rocker 
the writer. This issue marks the official 
revival of the WBOR Zine and, indi- 
rectly we hope, of the station as a whole. 
Read on, rock on. 


Cory Hiar 
Flip Your Shit Senior Editor 
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This being our first issue, ’'d like to spend a minute clarifying the meaning and origins of our new title, 


Flip Your Shit. As I described to my mom over Parents Weekend, this is “flip your shit” as in “flip out, go 
crazy, get excited.” I told her that it was an idiom, and that it shouldn’t be interpreted too literally (as she 
seemed so inclined to do). The title was the suggestion of my sisters’s roommate Cindy. My sister and Cindy 
are notable bon viveurs and girls about town — they flip their shit all the time, and can often be observed 
encouraging others to do likewise. We chose this title because we feel that music and shit-flipping tend to 
go hand in hand. The phrase seems to capture some of that in-the-moment immediacy and energy of music, 
particularly the sort of music that is the focus of this publication. We’re putting this zine together because we 
aspire to spark your enthusiasm and get you excited about new artists and new albums. So in that spirit, we 


hope you enjoy this first issue of Flip Your Shit. Thanks for reading. - Ted Power 


* Album Revilews 


Paul Westerberg, Folker (Vagrant) [liu Elia. liu. Ean. ~. (4/5) 
PAULWESTERBERGFOLKER Best known for his work with the hard drinking Minnesotan misfits, The 


Replacements, Paul Westerberg has released another stellar collection of slop 
pop gems. As with all Westerberg albums, there are a few terrible tracks 
(“$100 Bride” is unbearably stupid) but the great songs far outnumber the 
clunkers. Living up to his burdensome songwriting reputation (Westerberg 
was the first of many gifted musicians the critics have cursed with “the next 
Dylan” label), he paints some achingly beautiful visual images. 

The third track on the album, “My Dad,” is a touching tribute to Westerberg’s 
recently deceased father that is so emotionally resonant it is often difficult for 


me to listen to it. Westerberg illustrates his relationship with his father in simple lines like “He’s never seen 
me play / He gets kicks out of the newspaper / When he see the family name / There’s a bible on the floor 
/ Next to the baseball box score.” The song ends with him plainly singing “My dad I love” repeatedly. In 
lesser hands, this would seem cheesy or schmaltzy but in Westerberg’s capable hands, the song really tugs 
at the heartstrings. The rest of the album is nowhere near as heavy, but is just as rewarding. “Gun Shy” 
and “Now I Wonder” are classic Westerberg mini-epics and the closer, “Folk Star,” is a characteristically 
irreverent rocker that Westerberg really lets loose on. The album closes with him virtually screaming: “I’m 
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a fooooooooolk staaaar!” over the blaring crackle of his Stratocaster. Very Dylanesque, indeed. 


My only complaint about the record is that no one seems to know (or care) how good it is. In preparation 
for this review, I searched all of my favorite music websites and only one has even bothered to review the disc. 
Even in Minnesota, where Westerberg is viewed as a venerable musical messiah, there has been a noticeable 
dearth of interest in the new release. This is Westerberg’s fifth album of new material in the past two years 
and while fans may be a bit overwhelmed by the quantity of new work he is releasing, there is no questioning 
the quality. Color me impressed. - Cory Hiar 


Pink Grease, This is for Real (Mute) Glia. Bu. Elia. K~./ ~. (3.5/5) 


Those familiar with the band Electric Six will definitely be excited by the 
release of This is for Real, the debut album of English band Pink Grease. Pink 
Grease’s website accurately describes the album as “the soundtrack to the 


impending party apocalypse.” All 12 songs are guaranteed to make even the 
calmest listener want to get up and dance. Characterized by a strong backbeat, 
lots of bass, and funky synthesizer, what this band might lack in musical talent 
is more than made up for by their incredible enthusiasm and energy. The 
drum parts are fairly repetitive; however, they complement the complicated 


vocals and accompanying synthesizer very well. The band also incorporates a 
saxophone into a few songs, which adds nicely to the funky groove. The style of vocals, utilizes many voices 
that overlap and trade back and forth, which adds to the energy, and is very apparent in ““Superfool”. They 
also use a variety of exclamations and spoken word which punctuates the music, particularly at the beginning 
of the song and in the chorus. “Fever,” from whose lyrics the album title is taken, and “High Strung Chironi” 
are the strongest songs on the album, however I also liked “Into my Heart” which is slightly slower. An 
excellent CD for a dance party: crank up the bass, tune your air guitar, and get ready to rock! - Alice Lee 


Mixel Pixel, Panda Rainbow (Mental Monkey Records) Elim Eiji. Klin. Flin. ~~ (4/5) 


I’m 20 minutes into introducing my friend Randy to what I sondiaet one 
of the most intriguing albums of the past year, Mixel Pixel’s Panda Rainbow. 
We’re driving through unfamiliar streets in the Canadian town of Edmunston, 
the sun setting on a faceless August evening, frivolously killing time before 

an organ and trumpet concert in a local cathedral. Suddenly, for no apparent 
reason, Randy screams out, “Oh my God!” 
) Obviously I’m concerned and my right foot moves instinctively toward the 
brake pedal. “What?” 
“They stole this . . . this song is from the Ghosts “N’ Goblins soundtrack! 


They completely ripped it off!” Leave it up to Randy to accuse a band of stealing music from an obscure, 
// Continued on page 4 
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obsolete, Commodore-64 video game from the 80s. 


I was understandably skeptical, but he promised Venu 
he would prove it to me when we got back to his pice ree 
apartment later that night. And, sure enough, the : 
opening to Mixel Pixel’s “Psych Mo-Fo” bears a: When I see you, 
striking resemblance, in rhythm, notes, tone, and You're café au lait: 
chord changes, to that parparparticular song from Jazzy, 
Ghosts ‘N’ Goblins that had—don’t ask me how—_ : Caffeinated 


amazingly remained in Randy’s mind all these years. ; 
. j ‘ . ae, . Cream coating blackness, 
His reaction was to immediately dismiss all of Mixel 


Bes : ugar masking bitterness. 
Pixel’s music as worthless—the work of hacks and Sug 8 ati 


hackers—and despite the fact that he liked their mu- : Drowned 
sic up to that point, he refused to listen to any more. : in constant improvisation, 
My reaction was more forgiving: “Would you rather: You're standing on an 


someone rip off old computer game soundtracks or empty stage 
the Beatles again?” F ; 

8 . . Plaid pants covering 
Today’s commercial music world works on the 


f ; : ur raw words, you'r 
assumption that the listener has heard popular music a eke 


before, and that listeners like what they canrecognize.  : Criticizing desperately 
Randomly pressing “scan” on your car radio tuner: An audience of darkness 
illustrates this point. What do you hit? Classical and: As the house lights 


jazz stations, “oldies” stations with all of the clas- go down 


sics from the 50’s, classic rock stations, mainstream : 
. And ghosts fly in on the 
country and pop, rock, and hip-hop. The first four ; 
. ; : curtains. 
examples play exclusively music that was written and 
recorded over thirty years ago, while the latter four: 
are concerned primarily with perpetuating trends in: «1.1... eee eee cece ete ete ene 
modern music. In any case, you’re not hearing anything new or unexpected. 

Now, think of all of the “indie” bands who have broken through to the mainstream in the past few years. 
The Strokes, White Stripes, and more recently the Killers, all recall some of the best music from the 60’s, 
70’s, and 80’s. Perhaps the most blatant example of the “borrowing” trend in modern rock is the opening to 
Jet’s “Are You Gonna Be My Girl,” which is a direct rip-off of at least two huge pop singles from the past 
half-century: “You Can’t Hurry Love” by the Supremes, and “Lust For Life” by Iggy Pop. So why dismiss a 
band who’s looking to 8-bit computer game sounds for inspiration? At the very least we can appreciate that 
it’s something new. 

In my opinion, Panda Rainbow’s weakness lies not in its hijacking of blips and beats from an Atari 


// Continued on page 6 
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generation, but in the fact that its absolute worst track leads off the album. I was ready to dismiss the entire 


album as soon as the vocals in “Pink Shirts” came in. “I like pink shirts with the lacy cuts / I like the way 
she floats; I like the way she struts / I like pink bubblegum; I like it on her tongue / I like to pull your hair 
when you’re unaware.” Horrendous. But even worse is the call-and-response taken up by the keyboard after 
the second line. 

By the third track, however, Mixel Pixel has established itself as a unique and creative electro-art-pop 
band. “Desert Falcon” begins with a tune that, P’ll concede, sounds completely lifted from a decades-old 
video game. But assuming that it’s not actually plagiarized, it is instantly memorable, and lays the foundation 
for what becomes a brilliant vision of a 21st-century Velvet Underground song. The album’s best song, “‘Hol- 
sters,” comes two tracks later and is a drastic sonic change from every preceding (and proceeding) song on 
the album. “Holsters” contains no percussion, bass, or electronics, and until an abrasively overdriven guitar 
enters momentarily after the first verse, is a song containing only an acoustic guitar and vocals. The vocal 
melody is extremely catchy, but not in a typical pop sense. Particularly striking is the line at the end of the 
first chorus, “Hostess I think you are so unfashionable,” which is so ridiculously and completely syncopated 
that I actually laughed to myself the first time I heard it. The only thing more charming about Mixel Pixel 
than moments like this are the slightly disturbing, colorful, highly pixilated cover art and liner notes, but 
that’s a whole other story. 

As the album goes on, Mixel Pixel incorporates more abrasiveness to its guitars, vocals, and electronics, 
which leads to tracks like “Your #1” and the aforementioned “Pysch Mo-Fo” having a distinct punk-elec- 
troclash element to them. I'll admit, the videogame-chic sound works best in small doses, but Mixel Pixel 
switches up the overall sound of each song enough that the novelty doesn’t become tedious. This is certainly 
a niche album — those who like their keyboards analog, their drumbeats glitchy, and their vocals heavily ef- 
fected should give it a listen. Just don’t complain if they conjure up old memories of late nights with burning 
eyes and sore thumbs. - Matt Lajoie 


Despite the amazing 9.7/10 rating garnered by The Arcade Fire’s first LP, 
Funeral, at the intensely critical Pitchforkmedia.com, the album is not in the 
heavenly range ascribed to it. It is however, a solid first LP. It has enough of 
a sweet taste that on the first listen you are drawn in and then, once you hear 
the words through the multilayered sound, it holds you right there. There is 
enough complexity to be interesting without being overwrought or pretentious. 
That, in my humble opinion, is the hallmark of every great album. 

Now, the hallmark of a great album is the ability to capture something (a 


feeling, a time, a place, whatever) and crystallize it. A band must condense 
some kind of meaning out of the back of our collective subconscious and pour it out into album form. The 
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Arcade Fire has captured that feeling. The nice part is that The Arcade Fire does this without the teenage 


angst that is so often the hallmark of today’s music. They paint the “neighborhood” motif throughout the 
album in a mature and, frankly, enjoyable way. Win Butler and Regine Chassagne are able to focus their 
emotion in a way that doesn’t come off as lame or whiny and, more incredibly, the music is so very good. 

The opener “Neighborhood #1 (Tunnels)” lays it all out. Not only does it capture the more bitter parts of 
childhood, but the sentiment is something that most of us can relate to. With parents crying in the next room, 
the only thought is to tunnel directly to the young girlfriend’s window. Of course, it is much more elegantly 
put in the song. Then you have “Neighborhood #3 (Power Out),” which focuses much more on the confusion 
of growing up. Out of nowhere, “Haiti” hits us with a dark and haunting picture of the ancestral home of 
Chassagne. You can almost imagine Chassagne sitting on her parents’ laps being told dark stories about their 
native home, which fill her with a strange respect and wonder. 

I will not put the cliché slander of the “emo” label to this album, but there are some striking Bright Eye- 
like strains, especially in “Crown of Love.” However, the key difference here is that nothing is immature, 
nothing is whiny, and that is what makes this album so great. They sell hard on their emotions, really putting 
it all in the ring, but do so with a little more grace than a lot of their “emo” counterparts. Cynicism seems to 
have become a trademark of our music culture. We are always skeptical of emotion, weary of bleeding heart 
pop ballads (and probably rightly so), so it is wonderful to have an album like this come shining through the 
clouds, no matter how grey the light that shines. 

I said earlier that the album is great. I stand by that, I would recommend this one to more than just the 
music nerd consortium that I call friends. The album drags you in and crystallizes a kind of indescribable 
feeling related to youth and growing up. However great, don’t go into this expecting it to be a 9.7 (just a mere 
0.3 away from 10.0’s like London Calling - The Clash and Marquee Moon - Television). It is different but it 
doesn’t have that certain essence that separates the great Buddha from a mere Bodhisattva. - Andy Fisher 


Tom Waits, Real Gone (Epitaph) Eli. Ea... Elia. EE (4.5/5) 


Ok, so Tom Waits’ has a new album named Real Gone. I could spend hours 


and hours talking about how thrilling it is that he even has a new album, its 
problems, its beautiful, stunning moments and its innovations. I'll try not to. 

If you are a Tom Waits fan, of either his early or later years, you will like 
the album, no question. If you are curious, and have only “heard of him” this 
album is a solid introduction. It is an advance of Waits’ musical focus, his 
innovation, and a real development of his style. For the first time, Waits brings 
to his music the sounds and rhythms of calypso, reggae and bayou Creole feel 


to his music, an influence that is most notable in the song “Hoist That Rag,” 
which is both infectious and energetic, as well as being my favorite song on the album. “Sins of the Father” is 
another, long, wonderful example of this influence, which pairs nicely with Waits’ classic ghoulish narration; 
// Continued on page 8 
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a song that also stylistically epitomizes the album. 


Unlike on Real Gone’s brothers and sisters like Mule Variations, Blood Money or Bone Machine, Waits 
cuts his style down to the bone. Every song is stripped, most notably, of instrumentation, but also of musi- 
cal complexity. There are no German circus time signatures, no multi-layered dissonance, and no string 
sections. Instead, Tom beat-boxes, guitar licks are choppy, chords are simple and the percussion is kept to 
a straight-up machine-like pulse. What is spared from this process of elimination, is the depth and richness 
of Tom’s singing and writing. “Dead and Lovely,” “How’s It Gonna End?,” “Trampled Rose,” and “Green 
Grass” stand out as some of Tom’s most involved, heart-breaking narratives since the album Blue Valentine. 
They are nothing short of Tom’s best work and span his different musical modes, ranging from the slow, 
jazzy, beat narratives to the hoarse, macabre songs of obsession. 

The most powerful song on the album is “Day After Tomorrow.” The song is a slow, folksy, story of a 
homesick and scared boy-soldier; it is touching and beautiful and is the farthest thing from a hackneyed 
political protest song while still being stridently anti-war. In short, the album is amazing and testament to 
Tom’s lasting genius and originality. Listen to it, love it- you owe it to yourself. - Eric Worthing 


Wilco, A Ghost is Born (Nonesuch) Eiji Eiljin Eli) ~~) ~. (3/5) 


From the very first track on Wilco’s still relatively new album (come on, it 


was released over the summer when it couldn’t receive it’s fair share of college 
radio love), it is very clear that frontman Jeff Tweedy is taking the band in a 
new direction. With the assistance and palatable influence of Sonic Youth 

Wilco <a ghost isborn member and guest producer Jim O’Rourke, Tweedy has jettisoned the gentle 
electronic flourishes that so differentiated their last album, Yankee Hotel Fox- 
trot, from the rest of their pioneering alt country catalogue. Guitars are the 
dominating sound here. Lots of guitars. 

The album opens with a soft nearly unperceivable piano interlude in the 
song “At Least That’s What You Said.” The first few times I listened to the CD, I instinctively turned up 
the volume to hear the gentle crooning. This, my friends, is the wrong instinct. Two minutes into the 
faux-ballad, Tweedy and Co. tear into a searing electric guitar duel that lasts the remainder of the song’s 5 
minutes and 33 seconds. “Hell is Chrome” continues along the same guitar groove. Then, just as the album 
is beginning to settle into a comfortable flow, the digital beats of “Spiders (Kidsmoke)” begin to pulse...and 
continue in that fashion for the next 10 minutes. Tweedy flails and flanges his Fender in all directions for 
the ensuing ten minutes of beat and not very well, truth be told. While this song was extremely compelling 
to see live (in fact, I believe it rescued and revived their concert when I saw them over the summer), it just 
gets boring on the LP. I knew bedroom guitar gods back in high school who could wail better than Tweedy 
displayed in that crucial turning point in the album. 

The second half of the album is strong with a collection of solid, accessible largely *surprise* guitar- 
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driven numbers (my favorites are “Handshake Drugs,” “Company in My Back,” and the phenomenally catchy 


“T’ma Wheel”). Then for some inexplicable reason, Tweedy again kills all the positive momentum the album 
has generated with twelve agonizing minutes of drone in the stupidly ironic “Less Than You Think” (yeah, 
I thought it was going to be twenty fucking minutes long). Tweedy has said in various interviews that it is 
supposed to represent the migraines which drove him to a painkiller addiction or something—it just makes 
my head hurt and drives me to the skip button. The album closes with an overly indie-fawning “Late Greats” 
(sample lyrics: “the best band will never get signed”...yeah, yeah, but you guys did, shut up). 

Many fans and critics were interested in where Wilco would go musically after their, for lack of a better 
conjunction, electro-country masterpiece Yankee Hotel Foxtrot. A Ghost is Born represents a clear depar- 
ture, but to where, it is not yet entirely certain. I guess we’ll just have to keep listening. This album is an 
important document for any Wilco aficionado and a pretty good album for any novices. Plus it’s got really 
cool album art! - Cory Hiar 


In the post punk world there are definite winners and losers. Too often 
we see bands devolving into postmodern primordial ooze, abandoning their 
roots, and casting everything to the wind only to find themselves stuck in the 

a, doldrums of obscurity and art house malaise (those are the losers for the indie 

' snobs out there). Stellastarr* does not slip into that category. They create a 

> & fusion of all of your 80’s early grunge era favorites and make it into a thick 

; liquid soup that is easy on the ears and heavy on the gut. They pay some pretty 

stellastarr* blatant homage to their influences, but Iam not thoroughly convinced that it is 

a bad thing. I won’t say that when I listen to “Jenny” I am not really thinking 

“Common People” by Pulp (hell, they even end the album with “Pulp Song” which is definitely a page from 

the book of Jarvis Cocker) and “My Coco” does start out like a watered down “I Bleed,” a classic Pixies duet. 

However, it never goes too far. They never reach the point of completely ripping off their influences. Also, 
they are good. If they were worse, maybe I would have more of a problem with it. 

Stellastarr*’s self-titled debut album is glorious. It rises and falls, vacillating between depression and 
hard-edged happiness. There is the sort of rapid, manic hopefulness of “My Coco” followed up by the driven 
whimsy of “No Weather,” only to fall back into the anxious wondering of “Homeland” and the confused, 
love-sickness of the untitled track 9. The only conceptual flaw is that it is all a bit to contrived... or maybe I 
am just getting too jaded (too many hours of music snobbery). 

Stellastarr* is definitely a band that wears its heart and influences on the sleeve, but they take it one step 
further. They have taken what’s been done and dug a little deeper than before, smoothing some of the sounds 
out and honing some of the edges. The combination of front man Shawn Christensen’s intense, breathy voice, 
hauntingly accentuated by the female vocals of bassist Amanda Tannen, is wonderful to hear. They don’t 

// Continued on page 10 
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hold anything back, giving you Lou Reed, Morphine, The Pixies, Pulp, and even a little bit of earlier Sonic 


Youth all mashed into some kind of electric sandpaper taffy for the ears. So, barring a sophomore slump or 
enormous MTV sellout (yes they are on an RIAA label and being primed for an MTV debut... curse Carson 
Daily, the harbinger of selling out) Iam definitely jazzed to hear more. - Andy Fisher 


* Concert Reviews 


There is something to be said for recorded orchestrated musical perfection, in fact there is quite a bit that 


can be said for it (that’s kinda what the previous section was about). But rock and roll music in particular 
is about emotion, vitality, energy and nowhere else is that potential realized or ruined in a grander display 
than when music is performed live. This section is a forum to discuss that kinetic potential for bliss or 
blasphemy. 


Concert Review: Sonic Youth 

No true college radio zine would be complete without some reference to Sonic Youth. In our protracted 
discussions over a name, a number of catchy Sonic Youth titles were batted around (“Total Trash,” “Kill Yr. 
Idols,” “Expressway to Yr. Skull,” to name a few of the most prominent). While we settle on a name more 
closely approximated to Hiisker Dii’s seminal Flip Your Wig album (albeit, more amusingly vulgar), the 
influence and, dare I say it, the importance of Sonic Youth simply cannot be overstated. 

Conceived as an art/noise post-punk outfit, they have evolved from their early days of bizarre alternative 
tunings and avant-garde noise collages to something more reminiscent of standard song construction. At 
their finest, Thurston Moore, Kim Gordon and family straddle the fine line between pop bliss and blistering 
feedback. They are the patriarchs of indie and college rock. The influence of Sonic Youth’s heavy use of 
guitar heroics and feedback can be heard on everything from Nirvana’s masterwork Nevermind to this year’s 
latest from Wilco, A Ghost is Born reviewed on page 8. 

Sonic Youth’s most recent album, the awkwardly titled Sonic Nurse, was released early last summer. It is 
another highly accomplished studio recording following nicely in the large footsteps of their bold return to 
form Murray Street, released just two years earlier. The overall quality of Sonic Nurse is shocking especially 
given the context of its release: it is Sonic Youth’s nineteenth full-length album! While it is a noteworthy, 
praiseworthy CD, it is not necessarily the best place for an un-indoctrinated listener to start their Sonic Youth 
experience (suggestions: EVOL, Sister, Daydream Nation, or Dirty), their live show remains a visceral, vital 
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experience that can be (mostly) enjoyed by any fan of live rock music. 


I first began to learn about Sonic Youth during the excitement surrounding the release of Murray 
Street. When they rolled through my hometown in 2002, I was aware they were there and not of much else. 
Soon after, I picked up my first Youth CDs and began to lament my obliviousness. Since I first spun my 
now scratched and over worn Daydream Nation disc, I have wanted to see Sonic Youth live. When they 
came to the State Theater this summer, I jumped at the chance and bought tickets for both my sister and my 
buddy. I was excited and I got them excited even though they had never heard any Sonic Youth other than 
the occasional track off my radio show. When the night finally approached, I was excited but, nevertheless, 
a bit hesitant. Going into a show with extremely high expectations is often times a recipe for disappointment 
and after almost twenty years of recording and rocking, I wondered how good the not so young Youth would 
perform. 

Sonic Youth was exactly as I had suspected and completely different from anything I expected. The drone 
was endless and obtrusive. The chords above the drone were sweet and soaring. There was pop perfection 
and there was agonizing noise. Thurston was a shag haired shaman. He had a front man presence unlike 
any other bandleader I had ever witnessed. Maybe it was because he is like seven feet tall. Kim was a slinky 
dressed deity. I wanted her to be my nurse. A large portion of the new album features her prominently and 
she stole the spotlight with her soft singing and strange forty-something sex appeal. 

The songs devolved into walls of wailing feedback. The crowd tore the guitar from the stage. The band 
got it back; played an encore and all I had left to remember them by was the ticket stub in my pocket and the 
ringing in my ears. It was one of the most difficult and, at the same time, rewarding concerts I have ever been 
to. Sonic Youth have been performing almost as long as I have been alive and over the long years they have 
reached an amazing balance while never losing or sacrificing any of their legendary energy. - Cory Hiar 


Portland: Boston: + Paradise Rock Club 
+ The Big Easy + The Middle East 967 Commonwealth Ave 
55 Market St. 472 Mass. Ave., www.thedise.com 
www.mideastclub.com 
+ The State Theater + TT the Bear’s 
609 Congress St. + The Avalon 10 Brookline St., Cambridge 


www.liveatthestate.com 5 Lansdowne St. www.ttthebears.com 
617-262-2424 
+ Space Gallery Other: 
538 Congress St. + The Orpheum + Worcester Centrum Centre 
www.space538.org 1 Hamilton Place 50 Foster St., Worcester, MA. 
617-482-0650 508-755-6800 
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CONCERT CALANDER 


Mountain Goats, 
John Vanderslice 
(The Middle East) 


Interpol, Secret 
Machines 
(Avalon) 


Tuesday 
12 
Flickerstick 
(The Middle East) 
Ozomatli 
(Paradise Rock 
Club) 


OCTOBER 
Wednesday 


(TT's, Cambridge, 
MA) 


Thursday 
14 


Decemberists, 
(The Big Easy) 
Howie Day, 
Nickel Creek 
(State Theater) 


Mclusky 


MA) The 
Libertines, Radio 
4 (Paradise Rock 
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KMFDM (State 
Theater) 

De La Soul 
(Paradise Rock 
Club) 

Mouse on Mars 
(The Middle East) 


31 


KMFDM 
(The Middle East) 


19 

Moving Units 
(Axis) Death Cab 
for Cutie, Pretty 
Girls make 
Graves (Avalon) 


Tuesday 


(Whittemore 
Center Arena) 
Beastie Boys 

(Worcester 


Centrum Center)| Suicide Machines 


NOVEMBER 
Wednesday 
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IQU (The Middle} Social Distortion, 
Tiger Army, The 

Explosion 

(Avalon) 


Newfound Glory, 
Sugarcult 
(Worcester 

Centrum Centre) 


Outerspace 

(The Middle East) 

Minus The Bear 

(TT's) Bad 

Religion (Avalon) 
(Avalon) 


Thursday 


Everclear 
(Paradise Rock 
Club) 


Clinic (The Big 
Easy) Pedro the 
Lion (The Middle 


Demolotion Doll 
Rods 
(The Middle East) 


Bouncing Souls 
(Avalon) 


O.A.R. (State 
Theater) Badly 
Drawn Boy) 
(The Big Easy) 


30 


The Donnas 
(Avalon) 


SUBMIT TO THE WEOR ZINE 


